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“T would never have allowed myself into that position,” the young 
woman sobbed. “But, it felt as if something was controlling me. I felt as if 
I was dreaming.” The woman put her face in her hands and cried. 
Detective Thomas Nealy, standing next to her pushed a cup of coffee 
toward her. He reached out to put his hand on her shoulder then thought 
better of it. He turned toward the mirror and shrugged then turned back 
toward the girl and waited. 


Nealy was an older detective. He had seen a great deal in his life, but 
never an genuine alien abduction. He sighed, heavily. Nealy wasn't tall, nor 
did he normally seem very old, though he was pushing fifty-seven. This 
case, however, bothered him. He had a daughter about the same age as this 
young woman and her anguish struck too close to his world. His shoulders 
sagged just a little more and his concern for the young woman worried the 
lines on his face more than life normally did. 


Eventually, the young woman stopped sobbing and wiped her eyes. 
She bit at her lip then looked at the cup of coffee in front of her, 
disdainfully. 


“Can you try to tell me what happened from the beginning of the 
night,” Nealy asked, patiently. 


She shook her head and shrugged. “It was like any other night,” she 
said. “I went to bed and went to sleep.” 


“Were you alone?” 


“Yes.” She looked away and pushed back her tears. “At least until 
sometime later. | awakened and that creature was standing there.” 


“That creature?” the officer asked, knowing, but wanting the woman 
to explain in as much detail what she saw. 


“It was an alien,” she said, then closed her eyes to push the vision 
away. 


So much for detail. 


“Can you describe the alien?” the officer pressed. 
“About as tall as you, I suppose,” she said, “but thinner.” 


The officer nodded. It was a little better, that would reduce the 
number of suspects to mere millions. 


“The head was like a teardrop with large eyes, slit-like nose and a tiny 
mouth.” 


“Good, Jennifer,” the officer said. “That's much more helpful.” 
Although, in his mind he was beginning to feel as if there were two 
choices. The first was to call Area 51 and let them know they had an 
inmate on the loose. The other was to call the local sanatorium and tell 
them they had an inmate on the loose. 


“He had no hair and his skin was pasty, gray-white. His arms were 
thin and his hands were deformed.” 


“Deformed?” 


“Yes,” she said, then frowned. “I remember when he touched me. He 
had four fingers. Well, he had two central fingers and it looked like two 
thumbs on either side of the two fingers.” 


“Four digits, then?” the officer asked. 
“Yes.” 
“You're certain?” 


“Yes. He put his right hand near my face. I remember his hand very 
well. It had a peculiar smell to it.” 


“Peculiar?” 
“Very odd. I have smelled it before. I just can't place it.” 
The officer nodded. “What does that mean to you?” he asked her. 


“T am afraid that there are more of the aliens around than we care to 
admit to ourselves,” she suddenly blurted out. 


“You may have something there,” the officer said, agreeably. “Can 
you tell me anything else about the alien?” 


Jennifer looked away then nodded. 
“What?” 


“Tt was male,” she sobbed then looked down into her hands. 


“IT know this is difficult for you,” he said as she cried, “but try to 
understand, I am here to help you.” 


She nodded. “I know.” 
“Try to tell me how you know.” 


She took a deep breath. “I remember waking up and realizing I was 
naked and on a table. I tried to move, only there were restraints on my 
hands.” 


“What kind of restraints?” 


She looked away from the officer, thinking, remembering. “Like seat- 
belts. Nylon straps.” 


The officer raised an eyebrow. “Go ahead,” he said. 


“The alien used many different instruments on me, examining my 
eyes, my ears, my mouth, my breasts. “She paused for a moment. 
“Everywhere.” 


“Could you talk?” 


“T was feeling weak and disoriented,” she said. “I tried to ask what 
was going on, but he ignored me.” 


“Okay,” The officer said. “Please continue.” 
“Then he examined me,” Jennifer continued, glancing away. 
“Examined you?” 


“Yes.” She closed her eyes. “He tied my legs, by the ankles, to either 
side of the table. He examined me with something metallic or glass or 
something. Then, he raped me. That's how I know the alien was male.” 


“Jennifer,” the officer said, patiently, “you told me, initially, that this 
rape occurred three months ago. Why didn't you come to us with this story 
earlier?” 


“Because I was afraid. I didn't think anyone would believe me.” 
“And, now, you do?” the officer asked, perplexed. 


“Oh, yes. You have no reason not to believe me now.” 


“Why is that, Jennifer?” 


“Because I am pregnant.” 


Detective Nealy cleared his throat and glanced up at Maxwell 
Faraday, the premier sleuth of his time. Faraday had poise and dignity. He 
stood with an air of a distinguished gentleman that forced others to stop 
and take notice. 

At Faraday's right stood a young man, his long, blondish hair tied 
back into a ponytail. Kenneth Fergusen had a determined look that made it 
clear he would complete whatever task was set before him. 


“What do you think?” Nealy asked. 


“Whatever happened, she believes it the way she tells it,’ Faraday 
said. He shook his head. “Three months is a long time.” 


“We can always get DNA tests on the fetus,” Nealy suggested. 


“Let's try some less dramatic methods, first,” Faraday suggested. “I 
think we will find there is a rational explanation for this event.” 


“You mean a boyfriend?” Nealy suggested. 


“T mean,” Faraday said, patiently, “the explanation will be a bit more 
rational than what we have heard.” 


“Too bad,” Nealy said. “I would like to see an alien or two.” 
Faraday smiled. “I will be in touch.” 


Fergusen and Faraday left Nealy in the room, alone. Fergusen stepped 
to Faraday's side. “You didn’t dissuade Nealy from prodding about aliens.” 


“True, but I can hardly discount an eyewitness account without some 
proof,” Faraday said. “Let's see what we learn.” The two of them left the 
building and walked toward the limousine parked at the side of the street. 
Fergusen opened the rear door for the sleuth. “Then you believe Jennifer 
might have been telling the truth?” 


“No, not at all.,” Faraday said as he stepped into the limousine. 


Fergusen frowned as he walked around the limousine and climbed 
into the driver's seat. “Why not?” he asked, glancing into the rearview 
mirror as he climbed into the limousine. 


“Because, despite her story, she was certain after her examination, the 
alien raped her. That suggests she recognized the alien's action as entry.” 


Fergusen nodded. “He was human.” 


“For more than the psychological reason,” Faraday suggested. He 
held his cane in front of him, his hands clasped on the handle, staring at the 
figure of the wolf between his fingers. “The chances that an alien species 
could successfully mate with a human being pushes the limits of 
probability to the extreme.” 


“Could she be covering for someone?” Fergusen asked as he pulled 
the limousine into traffic. 


Faraday shook his head. “No. She sincerely believes the alien 
abducted, examined and raped her.” 


Fergusen drove through the night's, dark streets, heading for a more 
peaceful neighborhood. He turned into a driveway as two wrought iron 
gates opened to allow the limousine through. After he passed through 
them, they closed behind the car. Behind Fergusen, Faraday considered not 
only what he had heard from the young woman, but also what he should do 
to learn what had happened. He needed to determine what truly happened, 
or at least find a direction to begin hunting. 

Later, in Faraday's private study, Fergusen brought Faraday some 
coffee then sat down across the desk from him and waited. Faraday took a 
long, thoughtful drink of coffee and sat back into his chair. “Thank you,” 
he said to Fergusen. “It's just what I needed.” 


“Any thoughts?” 


“Oh, yes,” Faraday said. “In the morning, get onto the Internet and 
scour all past issues of the tabloids for any similar tales of abduction and 
rape.” 

“How far back?” 


Faraday thought for a few moments. “Thirty years. That should cover 
the spectrum well.” 


“Anything else I can cross-reference the stories with?” 


“Yes,” Faraday suggested. “Jennifer is a beautiful woman. I do not 
believe this was an accident of choice. Search out beautiful women. Put 
pregnancies and births at the top of the list. Usually, those tabloids have a 
germ of truth in them. We can only hope the stories you find were based on 
the germ we're seeking. I hope you can determine which stories you find 
are completely concocted by staff writers.” 


“How can we be certain?” 

“We'll just have to do the best we can,” Faraday said. 
“We?” Fergusen asked. 

“Empirically, yes,” Faraday said, smiling. “Good luck.” 


“Oh, thanks,” Fergusen chuckled as he stood up. “I'll have some 
information for you by morning,” he assured Faraday. 


“T wasn't suggesting you begin this evening,” Faraday reminded him. 


“That's okay,” Fergusen said. “My date for the evening called to say 
that something came up at the last moment. I suspect it was an alien 
abduction or another boyfriend.” 


Faraday raised an eyebrow. “A woman who stood you up?” 


“It happens,” Fergusen said, walking toward the door. “I guess I am 
not as irresistible as I thought.” 


“T'm afraid I am not the one to ask about that,” Faraday smiled. “My 
interests are purely for the fairer sex.” 


Fergusen laughed. “I'll note that.” 


“Please, do,” Faraday agreed. He watched Fergusen leave then sat 
back in his chair and sipped at his coffee. “Aliens, hmmm?” he whispered 
to himself. “Now wouldn't that be interesting?” 


“Nealy,” Faraday said. “I would like to set up an appointment with 
Jennifer Slade.” 


“T will fax you her data,” Nealy said. “I wish you the best of luck on 
this one.” 


“Thank you for sending for me,” Faraday said. “You're right. It could 
prove interesting.” 


“1 don't think you'll make anything on this case,” Nealy said, “but I 
am afraid we have too little to go on and too little personnel to deal 
adequately with this case.” 


“One day I will call on you for help, Nealy,” Faraday said. “Until 
then, I wouldn't worry yourself about it.” 


“TI won't worry,” Nealy agreed, “but I will always be curious why you 
might possibly call on me.” 


“Maybe for coffee, Nealy. Maybe that's all I will need. That and 
someone to lend an ear.” 


Nealy chuckled. “Well, Faraday, if I ever owed that to you then I have 
owed you that because of more than just the cases you have helped me 
with.” 


“Tt's all history,” Faraday said. He glanced over at his fax machine as 
it began to print out some data. “Thank you for the information.” 


“No problem,” Nealy said. “Keep me posted on this one, would you? 
Don't wait until you have it figured out to tell me what you know. I'll even 
buy the coffee.” 


“T'll take you up on that,” Faraday said. He hung up then pulled the 
fax from the machine, returned to his chair and sat down. He studied the 
information. He reached for his telephone to call Jennifer, then stopped. It 
would be best to let her sleep through the night and talk with her the next 
day. It had been three months. Another day was not likely to change 
anything. 


Faraday picked up his cup of coffee and sipped at it. In another room, 
a specialized search program on another computer was processing data 
from many sites. A program captured data and filed it, listed key 
information and documented it, all while Kenneth Fergusen watched the 
monitor with keen interest, opening an occasional file to read the content. 


Slowly, despite the processing power of the computer, the program 
processed and sorted useful information. 
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“Here you go,” Fergusen said, setting a small stack of printouts on 
Faraday's desk. “You'll find the files on your computer, but here are a few 
hard copies to study.” 


Faraday looked down at the papers on his desk. “You were up all- 
night processing this data?” 


Fergusen sat down in the chair in front of Faraday's desk. “I got four 
hours of sleep. It's all I need. I would be willing to guess that I got more 
than you.” 


Faraday sighed then nodded subtly. “I got enough.” 


“You need rest if you want to keep that mind sharp, Max,” Fergusen 


said. 

“Are you my mother or my associate?” Faraday asked. 

“T am your friend. Now, get some rest.” 

“We do not have time,” Faraday said. “I'll freshen up then we have to 
go.” 


“Go?” 

“We have a meeting with Jennifer Slade this morning.” 
“When?” Fergusen asked. 

“In an hour. I'll meet you at the limousine in thirty minutes.” 
Fergusen nodded. “T'll have coffee ready.” 

“T'll need it.” Faraday chuckled. 


“Jennifer,” Faraday said, softly, “I know this is difficult for you, but 
perhaps what you tell me will help me find the entity who did this to you.” 


He chose his words carefully, knowing that Jennifer believed in her 
experience. 


“T'll try,” she assured him, though she was still obviously nervous. 


Faraday took a drink of tea. Jennifer had made both of them tea when 
he had first arrived. She had taken only one sip then let the tea sit, 
forgotten. “The night you were abducted. Can you remember exactly what 
happened before you awakened in the alien's lab?” 


“Yes,” she said. “I know that time dulls the senses, but I went over the 
events of the evening before the abduction many times. I have a good idea 
what I did after I came home from work until I went to bed.” 


Although he had read the accounting before, he wanted to hear it from 
her. “Go ahead, tell me all that you remember.” 


“IT came home. There was nothing unusual about coming home. I 
didn't leave the door unlocked when I came into the apartment or anything 
like that. I have safety locks on the windows, so I know that I didn't leave a 
window open. I had thought that I might have left the door unlocked, but I 
dropped my keys that night while locking the door and I accidentally 
kicked them behind my telephone stand when I reached down to pick them 
up. It wasn't important, just irritating, so, I remembered that. I had to fish 
them out from behind the stand. It helped me remember that I had 
definitely locked the door.” 


“That's good, Jennifer,” Faraday assured her. 


“TI made tea and watched a little television then made dinner. It's not 
an exciting routine, but it is my normal routine for the evening.” 


Faraday smiled. “We all have routines that are mundane,” Faraday 
assured her as he sat back in his chair with the cup of tea in his hands, 
waiting for Jennifer to continue. He allowed himself to appear as 
comfortable as possible which, in turn, would help Jennifer be at ease. 


“T ate dinner, loaded the dishwasher and watched television most of 
the evening. Around nine, I started the dishwasher and went to my 
computer where I checked my email and played some games. Again, it 
was what I do almost every night.” Jennifer glanced at her cup of tea and, 
as if seeing it for the first time, she picked it up and nursed a drink from it, 
holding the cup in both hands. “I took a shower and got ready for bed. It 


was about eleven o'clock. I went to bed and eventually fell asleep. Nothing 
out of the ordinary happened during the evening.” 


She took another sip of tea and set the cup down. “I awakened in the 
middle of the night. I knew someone was in the room. When I looked up, I 
saw the alien. He placed a hand over my mouth so I couldn't scream. I 
must have fainted because I awakened later in a room that looked like a 
medical center. It was white and austere. The light was normal and the 
alien was there. I tried to get off the table I was lying on, but my hands and 
feet had been secured by the straps. They were like nylon straps from a 
seat-belt in a car.” 


“T recall you saying that,” Faraday said. 


“1 could not scream because I had been gagged. Bright lights, like 
hospital lights, came on over me so the alien could examine me. After he 
examined me, he...” She looked down at her hands resting in her lap. 


“You do not have to give me the details,” Faraday said. “I think that's 
enough for now, okay?” 


She nodded. “Thank you.” Faraday leaned forward and put his empty 
cup on the table. “Do you want more tea?” she asked. 


“No, thank you. It was delicious, but I have work to do, so I must be 
going.” 
“You do believe me, don't you?” she asked, nervously. 


“The truth is, Jennifer, I believe it happened just as you said it did. 
The real question is how did it happen?” 


“There is one other thing,” she said. 
“That is?” 
“After I was raped, I fell unconscious, again, and awakened back here 


in my bed. I checked my door and my windows almost immediately. They 
were locked as I had left them before going to bed.” 


Faraday stood up. “That would certainly substantiate your story,” he 
agreed. “Tell me,” he said as he pulled his coat on and picked up his cane, 
“are you in the habit of fainting?” 


Jennifer shook her head. “Until that night, I have never fainted that I 
can remember.” 


“If you were ever going to faint, I think you chose a good time to do 
so.” Faraday walked toward the door to the apartment and stopped, looking 
at the dead bolt. “Was this here before you moved in or did you have it 
installed?” 


“Tt was here before I moved in,” she said. “But, I had all the keys 
changed when I moved in. I insisted on it.” 


“Good thinking,” Faraday said. 


On his way out, Faraday stopped and talked with one of the neighbors 
who had reported seeing something unusual during the night of the 
abduction. He knocked on the door and a woman answered, instantly. He 
suspected the woman who answered the door had watched him come and 
go through the main apartment complex entrance. The woman's slightly 
open door had not eluded his notice when he first arrived. It was likely that 
she peered out of her door whenever anyone opened the apartment 
complex's door. He smiled. Everyone had to have a hobby. 


“Mrs. Walker?” Faraday asked. 
“Yes?” the aging, heavy woman said. 


“May I come in? I am doing some work for the local authorities. I 
thought perhaps you might be able to help me out.” 


“Who are you?” 
“My name is Maxwell Faraday. Perhaps you have heard of me.” 


The woman opened the door and Faraday stepped inside. She had 
furnished the apartment with furniture she should have replaced ten years 
prior. The place could use some attention. Sitting on a sofa was a man of 
about sixty. In a nearby chair sat a tall, heavy young man. His behavior and 
facial expression told the story. He was mentally retarded. Both of the 
males were watching a Japanese monster movie on an old television. The 
color flickered in and out irregularly. The older man sat up on the sofa and 
looked in Faraday's direction. 


“Hey, Henry, it's Maxwell Faraday,” the woman said to the man. The 
young man didn't even notice the intrusion. 


Henry pulled himself to his feet and slipped a pair of slippers on. He 
came into the hallway and sized Faraday up. “You certainly don't look like 


a sleuth.” 
“T was not aware that sleuths had a certain look,” Faraday confessed. 
“You look too rich to be a sleuth.” 


“Ah, I see,” Faraday said. “Well, that sounds like it might be a 
conversation for another time. I am actually here to talk about the night 
you saw something odd around the apartment building.” 


“You mean the night Jennifer was raped,” Henry said 
undiplomatically. He did not seem very sensitive about Jennifer's plight. 


“Yes,” Faraday said. “How did you come to know about that?” 


“She talked to Martha,” he said, pointing to his wife. “Jennifer was in 
tears.” 


“What do you know about the event?” Faraday asked, not willing to 
give either of them any information to build from. He quickly heard an 
abbreviated version of Jennifer's tale from Martha. “What I saw, though, 
was a gray being with large, tear-shaped eyes, run across the back of the 
lot and pass into the woods beyond.” 


“He ran?” Faraday asked. 


“Kind of,” Martha explained, “as if the earth's gravity was too much 
for him.” 


“What did you see, Henry?” Faraday asked. 

“Nothin’, I'm afraid. I was sleeping.” 

“Why do you think the creature was male?” Faraday asked Martha. 
“Because of what he did to Jennifer.” 


“Well, that makes sense,” Faraday assured her. “Oh, what made you 
look out of the window?” 


“T heard the sound of something hitting the wall outside my 
apartment. Our apartments connect at the back, so I figured that's what 
must have happened. When I looked, all I saw was the creature. I figured 
he must have fallen against the apartment or something while climbing out 
of her window.” Faraday saw no point in bringing up the fact the windows 
were locked. 


“And that was at what time?” 


“Tt was about four in the morning because I watch an early show on 
television. Yoga For Seniors. It's the only time I get the television to 
myself.” 


“Good thinking,” Faraday said. “I'll bet it makes your day start well.” 
“IT suppose,” Martha said, “but it does end my day nicely.” 


“Well, thank you both,” Faraday said with a smile. “You have been 
very helpful.” 


“Nice meeting you,” Henry said. 


As Faraday left the apartment, another door opened. It was the 
manager's apartment. A slightly built man stepped out and motioned 
Faraday toward him. Faraday walked toward him and then into the man's 
spotless apartment. It smelled as if the manager had just cleaned it. 


“You're Maxwell Faraday, right?” he asked. 
“Yes.” 

“You're investigating Jennifer's abduction?” 
“New travels fast, doesn't it?” 


“I saw that you were talking to Mrs. Walker just now. I wanted to 
warn you.” 


“Warn me about what?” 

“Aside from being snoops, checking out every person that comes in 
or out of the apartment complex at the sound of someone opening the outer 
complex door, those folks make up stories all the time. It might be about 
aliens this week, but next week it will be about ghosts or monsters. I just 
thought you should know that they are not completely stable people.” 

“That is certainly a great deal of help, Mr. —” 

“Feathers,” he said, putting his hand out. “Timothy Feathers.” 


“Well, Timothy,” Faraday said. “I'll keep all that in mind. Thank 
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you. 


Faraday saw himself out of the apartment complex and walked to his 
limousine. Fergusen opened the door for him and he climbed in, picking 
up the sheaf of papers Fergusen had handed to him that morning. He 
glanced through the sheaf, taking stock of the notes he had written, earlier, 
along the margins. 


“Anything spectacular?” Fergusen asked as he pulled the limousine 
into traffic. 


“Maybe.” 
“Anything mundane but useful?” 


“Plenty,” Faraday said, as he studied the notes. He suddenly put the 
paperwork down and sat back in his seat. “She was abducted and 
experienced a classic experience of unconsciousness, experimentation and 
indignation. It makes me wonder how many people take advantage of the 
alien abduction fad to perpetrate their crimes against others.” 


“Certainly more than would be willing to admit it,” Fergusen agreed. 


“Someone abducted Jennifer and returned her to her room after the 
abduction. Now, think about that. Why return an abductee? If human rights 
mean so little to an alien culture that they would abduct a person from their 
home, why would they feel compelled to return the person? That's a 
significant contradiction, in my eyes.” He thought for a moment. “In 
addition,” Faraday continued, “Mrs. Walker said she had seen the alien 
running from the apartment building after it had made noise outside her 
apartment.” 


“That doesn't make any sense,” Fergusen said. “Or, rather, it makes 
perfect sense.” 


“T agree. What alien that can transport itself into a room needs a 
physical escape route?” Faraday picked up the phone and dialed. “This is 
Faraday, may I speak with Detective Nealy, please? Thank you.” He 
waited a moment. “Hello, Nealy, I think we should set up another 


interview with Jennifer. How about tomorrow afternoon after she gets off 
work? Good. I'll call you later with a list of special equipment I want you 
to have on hand. I'll see you there.” 


“What do you have in mind?” Fergusen asked as Faraday hung up. 


“T have to think something over for a bit,” he explained as he gazed 
out of the window at the passing trees and pastures. Faraday sat for awhile, 
his mind wrestling with a memory. Something about the day's interviews 
was awry. He had to allow the information to settle and relax. Then, 
suddenly, it was there. He smiled. “I think it's time to do some role 
playing,” He said as he scribbled some information on the back of one of 
the pages of printouts then handed it to Fergusen. “See about getting these 
things for me, would you?” 


Fergusen smiled. “No problem.” 


Faraday picked up the phone again and made another call, this time to 
a medical center. 


Faraday met Nealy outside the interview room. “Glad you could make 
it,” Nealy said. “I hope this is what you wanted.” The two of them walked 
into the room and Faraday stopped in front of a plush chair, reminiscent of 
a dentist's chair. Fergusen walked in behind them. Faraday glanced up and 
saw that there were now two banks of fluorescent lights complete with 
light diffusing plastic covers in addition to the light that normally lit the 
room. The fluorescent lights were currently off. 


“Nicely done,” Faraday said. 
“And this is it?” Nealy asked. 
“Sure, have you ever imagined a spaceship with fluorescent lights>?” 


Nealy opened his mouth to say something then closed his eyes and 
shook his head. “Not that I have ever been in a spaceship, but I see what 
you're doing,” he said. “You're completely debunking the possibility of an 
alien abduction, aren't you?” 


“Only if it wasn't an alien abduction,” Faraday said. 


“Meaning?” 


“IT am not saying that alien abduction doesn't happen, but I am 
suggesting that it didn't happen in this case.” 


“Do you know what happened?” 

“Tt's possible,” Faraday said with a hint of a smile for Nealy's sake. 
“You're supposed to divulge what you know,” he said. 

“T am sharing this interview with you, am I not?” 

Nealy sighed. “You know something that you're not sharing.” 


“Just my personal insights,” Faraday assured him. “I can hardly share 
my every thought with you until I am certain what I suspect is a positive 
fact.” 


“Detective,” another officer said, putting his head into the room, 
“she's here.” 


“Thank you, Hensen. Please, send her in.” 


Jennifer walked into the interview room and glanced at the three men. 
Faraday nodded. “I am glad you could accommodate us,” he said. 


“Tt am happy to help,” she said. “But, how will this help you 
determine the validity of aliens?” 


“Let us just say that it will help us concerning the truth of many 
questions,” Faraday assured her. 


“Like my story?” she asked, defensively. 
Nealy stiffened at the implication. “Jennifer, it's not like that.” 
“Then, what is it like?” she demanded. 


Faraday smiled. “Let's put this to rest, right now. I do not doubt your 
story. And, if anyone does, they shouldn't. I feel that what you have told us 
happened to you is exactly what happened to you. No more, no less.” 


Jennifer frowned. “Then why this interview?” 


“Actually,” Faraday said, “this is only the first of two interviews. The 
other is medical, but only if you wish to participate.” 


Jennifer studied Faraday's face. It showed only signs of kindness and 
concern. She nodded. “Okay.” 


“Have a seat,” Faraday said, motioning to the plush seat with one 
hand. 


“This chair is very different from last time,” she said. 
“Settle back into it,” Faraday instructed. 

“Are you going to hypnotize me?” 

“No, but I would like you to relax, okay?” 

“Yes.” 


“Go ahead and close your eyes.” Faraday watched as Jennifer did as 
he asked. “Just relax. No matter what happens, just relax. I am here. No 
one can hurt you or bother you. Just relax.” His voice became soothing silk 
to her ears. A smile graced her lips as she lay back in the chair. As Faraday 
was talking, Fergusen began, slowly, lowering the back of the chair until 
she was level with the floor. 


“Just think of good thoughts, Jennifer. Nothing can hurt you. Ken and 
I are here to protect you.” Her feet now level with the rest of her body. 
“Keep your eyes closed, Jennifer, now imagine that you are waking after 
you were abducted from your room. Move your hands to the position they 
were in when you awakened.” Her slight smile on her lips instantly 
vanished. Faraday watched as she moved her hands over her head and 
crossed them. “Now, your feet.” Uncomfortably, she moved her legs apart 
until her feet were about three feet from one another. “Do you remember 
how it felt on first awakening?” 


“Yes,” she said in a whisper. 


Maxwell turned toward Nealy and pointed. Nealy flipped a switch 
and the lights went out and the fluorescent lights flickered on. “Do you 
remember that moment, Jennifer?” 


“Yes,” she said, her voice still a whisper. 
“Open your eyes,” Faraday directed her. 


Jennifer opened her eyes and her face contorted in a moment of fear. 
She instinctively moved her arms and feet to make certain that she was not 


tied down. 


“Ts this about how bright the light was when you awakened?” Faraday 
asked. 


“Yes,” she said, nodding. She was emphatic about it. 


“T find it difficult to believe that an alien race that abducts people 
would suddenly care about them enough to alter light to be pleasant to 
human eyes,” Faraday explained. “It would seem to me that they would 
have light that would benefit their own eyes.” 


Nealy stood in the room with Faraday. Jennifer had left and would 
meet them, later, at the hospital. “I agree.,” he said. “Fluorescent lights 
would certainly not be my first choice for the lighting of a spaceship.” 
Nealy took a drink of coffee from his cup and winced. He stirred it with 
his finger and took another drink then winced again. “Where to now?” 


“The hospital,” Faraday said. “This next test should provide me with 
all the answers I need.” 


Faraday and Fergusen walked from the police station to the 
limousine. “Do you have everything, Ken?” Faraday asked. 


“Absolutely. It's all been tested and ready.” 
“Good. Let's make it happen.” 


Fergusen drove them to the hospital. They entered an examination 
room. Inside was a table, metallic and flat with straps along each edge. 
Medical lights and a tray of equipment sat near the table. The hospital had 
provided the equipment to Faraday's specifications. It would do for what 
they needed. 


“T think this will be fine,” Faraday said. “I'll see you in a few 
minutes.” 


“Of course you will,” Fergusen said, smiling. 


Faraday sat down in a chair, his cane in front of him, both hands 
clasping the head of the cane. His mind was working, even though he sat 


motionless. 


“Mr. Faraday,” a nurse said after a few moments, breaking his train of 
thought. Next to the nurse stood Jennifer. She wore only a hospital gown. 


“Are you Certain you wish to go through with this?” Faraday asked 
her. “It is okay for you to say no.” 


Jennifer glanced at the table then back at Faraday. “Are you going to 
stay here?” 


Faraday stood up and walked up to her. “I'll be here the entire time. I 
promise.” 


“Then, I'll do it.” 


“Okay,” he said. He took a step toward the table and motioned toward 
it. “Please lie down,” he said, “with your head at this end.” She did as he 
instructed. 


He took her hands in his and gently pulled them over her head and 
secured them in nylon straps. Jennifer's eyes immediately jerked upward to 
look at the straps. The nurse at her feet moved her feet apart, securing each 
one with a strap. Jennifer strained to see the straps. She laid her head back 
down, suddenly. 


“Oh, God,” she cried. 


“Close your eyes, Jennifer,” Faraday said, soothingly. He knew she 
felt vulnerable except for the thin gown and she probably felt as if that was 
no protection at all. Jennifer closed her eyes, her lips trembling. 


Faraday nodded toward the nurse who moved a bank of lights toward 
the table and turned them on. Behind Faraday, a gray figure with large, 
tear-shaped eyes moved into the room to stand next to Faraday. “You said 
that you believe there are more aliens among us than we realize, Jennifer. 
Do you truly believe that?” 


She nodded, nervously. 


The gray figure moved to the foot of the table and placed his long, 
four-fingered hands on each of her ankles, holding them securely. Jennifer 
opened her eyes and saw only the bright lights and the gray alien at her 
feet. She screamed then screamed again. “No! I can smell him!” 


The alien put his right hand on his head and slowly pulled. His face 
twisted and turned then suddenly the skin came away revealing Kenneth 
Fergusen beneath a mask. 


“Tt's a mask,” Faraday said. Ken tossed the mask to Jennifer's stomach 
as Faraday released her hands. She picked it up and looked at it, closely. 
Fergusen removed the straps that held her feet. Jennifer smelled the mask. 


“Is that the smell?” he asked her. 

“Yes,” she said with an edge in her voice. “Yes, it is.” 

“And the straps?” Fergusen asked. 

“Almost identical, but they were certainly similar.” 

“How about the lights?” Faraday asked. “Were they like that?” 


Jennifer glanced up at them and nodded. “Yeah, exactly.” She slid 
down from the table and faced Faraday. “I was duped and raped.” 


“Yes, you were.” Everything Jennifer saw was easily purchased by 
anyone. 


Suddenly, her rage gave way to pure mental exhaustion and she 
crumpled against Faraday's chest. He held her and stroked her hair. “I'm 
sorry,” he said. 


4 


“Are you surprised?” Fergusen asked Faraday once they were again 
in the limousine. 


“Not at all. In fact, I had my suspicions all along. Too many things 
were, well, common.” 


“Like the lights and the straps,’ Fergusen suggested. 


“Yes. The abduction was about the same as any of the others I read 
about in the files you produced for me. A bit of unconsciousness then 
awakening in an uncomfortable room where aliens performed experiments 
on them. The truth is, most accounts depict things that are common to 
human existence from lighting to tools, even to the air the alien breathes. 
Some things might be common between an alien race and us, but not all 
that much. Not if they were truly alien.” 


Faraday took a deep breath. “I'm hungry,” he said. 
“So am I,” Fergusen added. “What do you feel like?” 
“Seafood.” 


Fergusen turned at the next light and headed off toward a restaurant 
he knew Faraday preferred. Soon, they sat down at a table and ordered 
their meals. 


“The lights were the signal for me,” Faraday said. “It is so unlikely 
that an alien race would see exactly as we do. The very depiction of alien 
eyes suggests a different requirement.” 


“And for the construction of lights to be identical is unlikely,” 
Fergusen agreed. He sighed. “You have solved one part of the case. You 
have debunked the alien abduction. The good news is that leaves only a 
few billion suspects. Of course, that's the bad news, too.” 


“Well, not entirely.” 


“According to Mrs. Walker, she saw the alien run from the side of the 
house, suggesting that whoever did this was, in fact, there or wanted 


someone to see them there.” 
“Why would he care?” Fergusen asked. 


“Tt doesn't contribute to the alien technology being able to transport 
an alien into and out of a locked apartment. The manager warned me that 
Mrs. Walker could have been telling me tales,” Faraday said. “So, we 
could assume that all or part of her story was untrue.” 


“How about her description of the alien?” 


“That is information she would have gotten from Jennifer. However, 
the person running from the building in a costume does seem to agree with 
our data. It was only a man in a suit without transporter capabilities. I 
suspect that whoever is behind this wanted someone to verify the existence 
of an alien sighting in the neighborhood.” 


The food arrived at the table and Faraday turned his attention to the 
more practical matter of filling his stomach. “Tomorrow,” he said, “I think 
you should make some inquiries to a few costume manufacturing 
companies. You'll want Nealy's help to cut through the red tape. I'll phone 
ahead to make sure he sets some time aside for you.” 


“T'll get the company data tonight then get on it first thing in the 
morning,” Fergusen assured him. 


Faraday was sitting in his study when Fergusen arrived. He set a cup 
of coffee down and watched as Fergusen tossed a piece of paper onto the 
table in front of Faraday. “That looks like the act of a victorious hunter.” 


“Tt is,” he said. He glanced at Faraday's cup. “How about some more 
of that coffee?” he suggested, walking over to a decanter, picking up a 
second cup and the decanter and returning to Faraday's desk. 


“T could do with a refill,” Faraday admitted. 


Fergusen refilled Faraday's cup then filled his own. He set the 
decanter on the desk and nodded toward the piece of paper. “That's 
everything you'll need.” 


Faraday scanned the page. “Even his phone number. Nice. You make 
my life very easy, you know that?” 


“I do my best,” Fergusen laughed. He drank deeply from the coffee 
cup. “Antique African,” he mused. “Nice choice for the coffee,” he said. 


“Tt's different,” Faraday agreed. “It suits this case-different.” 


Faraday took another drink and picked up the phone. “Nealy? Yes. 
See you at Jennifer's apartment in about an hour. We'll be there.” 


They arrived at the apartment complex in the late afternoon and the 
three of them walked to Jennifer's apartment. She let them in without 
hesitation. “What's wrong?” she asked. 


“T hate to have to ask you this, but I need a few more questions 
answered.” 


“Okay,” she said. 
“Have you ever had a boyfriend while living in this apartment?” 


“No, I just moved here six months ago. I am relatively new to the area 
and haven't really met anyone. You know my schedule. It's not exactly 
exciting.” 


“To someone, it might be,” Faraday assured her. “No roommates?” 
“None.” 

“Have you ever had anyone stay with you, say, family?” 

“No, not yet.” 


“Thank you, Jennifer,” Faraday said. “I think, for the moment, there is 
nothing more I have to ask of you. I needed to ask these questions as a 
matter of course. All of this I was able to safely assume, but I needed your 
verification.” 


“Tf there is anything else,” she said, “I am willing to cooperate.” 


“You have done plenty, already.” 


The three of them left Jennifer's apartment and walked to the Walkers' 
apartment "Mrs. Walker,” Faraday said, “it's good to see you again.” 


“Have you solved the case, Mr. Faraday?” Henry asked from behind 
his wife. “Did you capture the alien?” 


Faraday smiled. “No, not yet.” He turned his attention to Martha. “T 
was wondering, Mrs. Walker, how certain are you that the person running 
from the apartment 


was an alien?” 

“Very certain.” 

“And, he was running from the apartment?” 
“Yes.” 

“With his back to you?” 


“Most of the way, yes, but when he was along the side of the building, 
he had to run directly toward and beneath the window I was watching from 
when I first heard the noise.” 


“T see, so there is no doubt in your mind that it was an alien?” 


Fergusen pulled the mask out of his pocket and put it on. Mrs. Walker 
was shocked. “That's what I saw.” 


“Tt's a costume,” Faraday said. 

“T can see that, but then that means that Jennifer was —” 

“Yes, not abducted by aliens.” 

“Then, by who?” 

“Well, I suspect I know who abducted her. Thank you for your time.” 


Faraday returned to his limousine and sat down in the seat, his feet 
still outside on the ground. He pulled out his telephone and made a call. 
After a moment, he handed the telephone to Fergusen. Nealy stood and 
watched. 


“Yes, I am calling about your account, Mr. Feathers,” Fergusen said, 
putting on the air of an accountant. We are showing an amount due for the 
costume you ordered.” He paused for a moment. “You already paid for it? 
Did you pay for that by check, sir? That's very good. Do you have the 


check number? We can handle this immediately.” He waited for a moment 
then nodded as he jotted down some numbers. “Yes, sir. We'll make certain 
this never happens again. I promise.” 


“Shall we go?” Faraday asked Nealy. “I suspect there is a man 
awaiting our company.” 


“Absolutely,” Nealy said. He removed a folded piece of paper from 
his pocket as the three of them approached the manager's apartment. 


“Mr. Feathers,” Nealy said as the manager opened the door of his 
apartment. 


“Yes?” 


Nealy flashed his badge. He handed the paper to Feathers. “This is a 
search warrant to search your premises.” Nealy pushed the door open. 
“Read it at your leisure.” 


“Wait a minute!” Feathers protested. “You can't just force your way in 
like this!” 


“That search warrant says I can,” Nealy said. 


Faraday and Fergusen stepped in behind Nealy. The four of them 
stood in Feathers' completely bare living room. It was painted hospital 
white. The window had been per- fectly covered. The two doors leading 
from the room were also designed to shut with very little visible notice of 
their existence. 


“By the way, Feathers,” Nealy said. “I am actually here to arrest you 
for the abduction and rape of Jennifer Slade.” 


Feathers glanced at Nealy, Faraday and Fergusen then suddenly 
bolted for the open door. He never saw Fergusen move, but the big man 
leaped as if he was a tiger leaping for prey. He snatched Nealy by the neck 
and slammed him into the perfectly painted wall, leaving a Timothy 
Feathers sized indention in the side of the wall. 


“Cannot have you resisting arrest,” Fergusen said. He pushed 
Feathers to the floor, forcing the man to sit down. Outside, Jennifer, the 
Walkers and other apartment residents came out to see what the excitement 
was all about. 


“What's going on, Mr. Feathers?” Jennifer asked, her apprehension 
rising. 

“Come on in,” Jennifer,” Faraday said. Fergusen helped her, gently, 
over the figure of Feathers. She stood in the sterile white room and looked 
at it, rage filling her face. “Is this the room?” 


“Yes!” she turned and kicked Feathers, twice, hard, both times 
unerringly in the groin. Fergusen grabbed her and lifted her away from the 
screaming, prone man. 


Later, Faraday sat in the limousine and watched as Nealy put Feathers 
into a squad car. Faraday motioned for Fergusen to drive. “You didn't grab 
Jennifer very quickly,” he said. 


“Between you and me,” Fergusen admitted, “I thought she should 
have a crack at him.” 


“T agree.” 
“You knew it was him all along, didn't you?” 


“Feathers?” Faraday asked. “Not personally, but as the apartment 
manager, yes.” He was the only one who could enter and leave in such a 
fashion. He, obviously, had copies of the keys. Also, he didn't have to take 
her far to his 'ship.” Only to his apartment. He would not have to open the 
door to the apartment complex which would have alerted Mrs. Walker. She 
would have seen him in action. He also performed his deed in the middle 
of the night when no one else was up. I would be willing to bet that he had 
carefully studied the apartment complex's residents’ schedules.” 


“And he made certain that she saw him, later, as the alien,” Fergusen 
added. 


“To add to the mystery of the alien story,” Faraday agreed. “Except, it 
only served to confirm the alien story was untrue.” 


“DNA testing will verify that Feathers is the culprit,” Fergusen said. 


“Nealy found the equipment and supplies Feathers used for the 
abduction and rape. He also found a bottle of chloroform which is what 
made Jennifer think she had fainted. I suspected that might have been the 
case.” Faraday shook his head. “The crime is solved, but it is Jennifer and 


the unborn child that will suffer. They will have hardships neither are 
prepared for.” 


Fergusen glanced into the mirror and watched Faraday's brooding 
face. “You cannot save the world, Max.” 


“T don't have to accept that as the final answer, Ken. We solve a 
crime, but the victim remains a victim. What is wrong with that picture?” 


What follows is a bonus tale from the fantasy 
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Rage of One 


My name is Cyrex. I knelt in the dirt and looked at the imprint in the 
mud. That damned horse had come this way after all. I had been tracking 
the beast for three days. “Find him and bring him back or don't come back 
at all,” the village elders had commanded me. What kind of attitude was 
that? 


The horse was ill-mannered. No, it was bad tempered. The women 
said the same thing of me. I had to get my temper under control or no 
woman would have me. My rage was my way of releasing my anger. I 
never harbored anger. Release it, my father had taught me. “If you do not 
allow your rage its freedom, it will consume you.” I did as he said then 
was done with it. I never seethed nor held resentments. Others did. 


Still, there was one woman that knew my true nature. Lilly often 
spent time with me, even against her father's wishes. Her father was the 
village elder who had personally given me the order to bring back the 
horse. In truth, he hadn't wanted me to return. If I didn't return, then Lilly 
would be open to her father's suggestion to marry Tellar, another of the 
elder's sons. 


I laughed. There were two sets of tracks out here. One belonged to the 
hot-blooded stallion, the other to a mare he had spirited away with him. I 
had to admit, I would like to do the same thing with Lilly. The thought of 
laying her down in the soft grasses of a meadow beneath the stars 
consumed my mind and filled my passions every night. She soothed my 
heart and calmed my soul. I wanted to have her and to give myself to her, 
completely. I sighed. Her long flaxen hair, soft tender skin, firm body, a 
loving mind—inquisitive by nature, and always smiling. That was my Lilly. 
She was my counterpart, the woman that brought balance to my life. She 
made me whole, or so she claimed. 


Bring the stallion back? This horse had been trouble from the 
beginning. It was a bad omen the elders said. Born on the day the power 
had swept across the land. It was a power unlike anything I had ever seen. 


It was like a blast of wind altering everything it touched. It touched the 
foals born that day, the stallion being one of them. 


The elders were fools. There had been other foals born the same day 
and they said nothing about them. Of course, I had taken a liking to the 
Stallion and that raised eyebrows to begin with. No one liked me. They 
tolerated me. It was because long ago, my father was the chieftain, but he 
died in battle defending the village or so the story goes. Though many of 
the elders were there, nothing much was said about my father's death. They 
had returned and ruled the village as a council, agreeing that no single 
figurehead should be chieftain again. Of course, there was the will of the 
people. They wanted a chieftain, someone to look up to. At one time, they 
had looked to me to follow in my father's footsteps, but I was just a boy of 
ten. What could I have done? The council had held meetings with the 
villagers every week, discussing the possibilities. The meetings became 
monthly then soon became a side note to other meetings until finally 
seldom was the discussion to the council's attention. There would be no 
chieftain. The council had outlasted the will of the people. The villagers 
had long since become used to having a council decide instead of a leader 
doing so. There was no war nor troubled times, so there was no dissent. 


Except for me. Whenever the council had to deal with me, I was a 
reminder of what had been and what might be in the future. Some said I 
was like my father, hotblooded, aggressive and possessed the power of the 
gods themselves. Others said I would die a miserable death just as my 
father had. I was proud to be my father's son. I was my own man from the 
time of my mother's death when I was eleven. I made my own way and 
kept to myself except to learn from those willing to teach me. I could wield 
a sword at twelve and defend myself against any man. I could ride any 
horse but one. I could outhunt every hunter in the village. When the village 
sat and listened to the council, I saw the errors in the council members' 
decisions, but was wise enough to keep my own council lest they punish 
me or worse, banish me. Later, I would carefully question villagers about 
what they had heard. I realized, quickly, that they could not see where the 
council had erred. 


I looked out across the horizon. Somewhere out there was a horse that 
had thwarted my every attempt to ride it. I would ride it this day. I would 
find it, break it and ride back with the mare to the village. The huge, black 


beast had broken free of the coral, shattering timber with its front hooves, 
demanding to be free. It pushed the mare ahead of it, herding her to 
freedom. Together they raced from the village. I had been hunting or I 
would have helped recapture it then. Though, perhaps I would have 
watched in fascination. Five men had tried to stop it. Two lie beneath the 
soil they once tilled. Another will join them soon. Two others bear the 
broken bones as a warning to others who would show such poor judgment 
in trying to tame the rogue stallion. They said the stallion and I both 
possessed the same rage. I believed them. 


The two horses had been running at this point in the trail. I would 
have to run if I wished to catch them. I followed, moving swiftly, 
searching the trail out ahead of me. Over my shoulder I carried a coil of 
rope. It would be the only weapon I used to tame this creature from hell. 
He would be mine or I would be dead. 


I crested a rise in the trail and looked below me. There, grazing on the 
soft grasses of a meadow was the stallion and the mare. I watched as the 
stallion made advances on the female then mounted her. He took her, as 
was his right as leader of the herd, even though it was a herd of only two. I 
waited. If he should impregnate her, and I returned with both the stallion 
and the mare, I would be returning with not two, but three horses and they 
would be mine. No one else had chosen to go after them. 


As I watched the stallion fulfill his need within the mare, I realized 
this meadow was the meadow of my dreams. It was the very same meadow 
where I imagined myself taking Lilly. That damned horse was stealing my 
fantasy, my dream. I lay there and watched, fuming. 


“Cyrex,” a voice whispered from behind me. 


I motioned for her to lie down in the grass beside me, but to stay low. 
She did as I commanded and we both watched the two horses coupled 
below us. I had heard Lilly behind me long before she came close, but 
making a fuss over her sudden appearance would not have had any benefit. 
Anyway, I welcomed her presence. 


Lilly smiled as the stallion made his last thrust and was suddenly still. 
He moved off the mare, a few moments later, his member still wet and 
glistening in the sun. “That will be you, my stallion,” she whispered. 


I looked at her in surprise. “What are you saying, sweet maiden?” 


“You came here to bring back the stallion,” she said. 
“Yes, I did.” 


Julie's hand found my hair and caressed the back of my neck, pulling 
me closer to her. “Against my father's wishes, I, too, have come seeking 
my stallion.” She smiled mischievously at me. She glanced down at the 
mare and nodded. 


“You will return with that mare and the stallion,” she continued. “Just 
as that mare returns carrying the stallion's foal, I will return with a husband 
and carrying your child. I will not return with less.” 


I gazed into her eyes, taking her face in my hands and kissing her 
lightly on the lips. I moved to her and she took me in her embrace. 
“Forever, my wife,” I whispered. 


“Forever,” she whispered in return and took me. We made love in the 
soft grasses while below us the stallion and the mare grazed. The 
lovemaking was as sweet as I had ever imagined it would be. Her skin was 
everything my lips had felt in my dreams. Her scent excited me. The 
wetness of her body thrilled me. She held me within her embrace long 
after I was spent, holding me inside of her, not allowing me to move away. 


She smiled up at me. “We make our first child here and now,” she 
whispered. 


“You will be a great mother,” I told her. 


“And you shall be a great father,” she said, “And one day, you shall 
be chieftain.” 


“You think?” I asked. 
She shook her head. “I know.” 


Afterwards, we held one another and watched the horses below us. 
They were getting nervous. Something was in the wind. I had seen it once 
before, years ago. I knew what it was. 


“The wind,” I whispered to Lilly, pulling her into my arms. 


“What?” She glanced to the meadow and the horses and listened. 
Then, she under- stood. 


The stallion ran, forcing the mare ahead of it. They raced ahead of the 
wind toward us. I held Lilly tightly against me as we watched the wind 
caress the land as if a giant hand was pressing across the trees, the 
meadows and even a distant lake. There was nowhere to run, yet the horses 
continued to charge toward us ahead of the wind. They were upon Lilly 
and I as the wind crashed into us. 


It hit us hard. I saw the horses as the wind lifted them from the 
ground. The wind ripped Lilly from my grasp in a scream of anguish. The 
wind cut my answering scream of rage short as it drove me into the 
ground. The mighty stallion simply disintegrated as it slammed into me. 
My clothes were shredded from my body and my flesh burned as if on fire. 
I lie on the ground, dying, or felt I should have been. 


Dust settled to the ground around me. I was alive, though I felt heavy. 
I stumbled to my feet, wiping dust from my eyes. I stumbled to my feet 
again. For the longest moment the sensation confused me. I looked down, 
my eyes clearing. Somehow I was astride the great stallion, though that 
could not be. I had seen it simply dissolve away in the raging wind. 


Lilly. I turned to find her and was met with the horror of my life. Lilly 
had been ripped in two by the wind and lay across the body of the mare. 
Both were dead. Then, suddenly, unbelievingly, she moved. I rubbed my 
eyes and looked again as she stumbled to her feet. Not Lilly, not the mare, 
but a merging of the two. She stood before me, the beautiful woman I had 
made love to only moments before. She, in turn, gazed at me, astonishment 
in her eyes. From her waist up, she was my Lilly. From the waist back, she 
was the mare. 


I looked down again and realized the terrible truth. I was not sitting 
astride the stallion. I was the stallion. Lilly moved close to me and smiled. 


“T told you I had come to find my stallion,” she said, putting her arms 
around my neck. “And you are a chieftain.” 


“Even if it is only a herd of two,” I said. 


She shook her head. “No,” she corrected me. “Three.” 


NEXT ISSUE 


Horse SENSE: A man rides into town and is immediately set upon 
by another man who wishes to ridicule him. However, this first man is 
unique, not only in the way he handles himself, but in the way he handles 
his horse and, ultimately, his gun. Though the story does focus on the 
conflict between the two men and a love interest with a barmaid, the story 
is also about the relationship between a man and his horse as friends. 


